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4 HEN firſt the clouds of ignorance withdrew, 


And learning's ſky, all glorious roſe to view, 


The ſtage exhibited praiſe worthy ſcenes, 

The end improvement, and delight the means ; 

Virtue and joy ſynonimous became, 

And public good adopted pleaſure's name; 

Energic diction moral truths convey'd, 

And beauteous garments innocence array'd ; 

While vice and folly, met deſerved fate, 

This ſcorn incurr'd, and that excited hate 

Fiction was then the phy ſic of the mind, 

The paſſions purg'd, and ſentiments refin'd ; 
B Dramatic 
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Dramatic works to ſermons were ally'd, 

And theatres by pulpits ſanctify' d. 

But tho' the worthieſt minds, in every age, 
Have look'd with approbation on the ſtage, 
Yet ſome mad devot's, with mifplac'd diſdain, 
Have term'd it ſenſual, impious, and profane; 
Deem'd it, to vice a faſcinating ſpell "I 

The houſe of folly, and high road to hell : 

But if we do to reaſon's voice appeal, 

Such notions, will appear miſtaken zeal :_ 

The ſtage was for the nobleſt end deſign'd; 

To form, reform, exalt, and purge the mind ; 
Jo kindle pity in the ſavage breaft, | 
And win feel'd hearts to © ſuccour the diſtreſt; 
To calm the tumults of the ſtormy ſoul, 

And bring the paſſions under juſt controul; 

To point the path when nature goes aſtray, 
And ſet the wand'rer in her proper way 

To ſhew the native uglineſs of vice, 

And if we loſe our virtue mark the price 

Like a good humour'd friend by ſocial mirth, 
Give unperceiv'd the beſt emotions birth ; _ 
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Diſplay our follies in ſuch points of light, 
To caule at once inſtruction, and delight; 


Then if perverted from th' intended uſe, 


Blame not its inſtitution, but abuſe; 
And ſince its errors ſhould be timely check'd, 


Permit the muſe with candour to correct. 
And ye O Nine, aſſiſt me, to indite, 
And grant me Churchill's ſtrength, without his ſpite; 


Whether (unknown) I cenſure, or commend, 
I cannot make a foe, or loſe a friend ; 
Devoid of prejudice, deſign, or art, 

My ſentiments with freedom i'll impart ; 

Each fault, each beauty, with impartial aim, 
Sink to oblivion, or conſign to fame; 

From nature's volume, every ſtricture draw, 
And ne'er depart from her unerring law ; 


Nature is open to the general eye, 
The touchſtone, imitative art to try; 


Art without nature would but merit ſcorn; 
Players as well as poets, muſt be born; 

But here, with reverence let me bow the head, 
To hail the honours of the mighty dead. 
Ruler 
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Ruler of hearts, and wonder of each age, 

SHAKESPEARE, great animater of the ſtage, 

Immortal and unrival'd genius fit, 

As king ſupreme o'er all the realms of wit; 

O!] can thy praiſe from any language flow, 

Can thoughts ſufficiently enraptur'd glow, 

Can tongue expreſs, or energy explain, 

The juſt applauſe of thy ſoul moving ſtrain ; 

Alas! the muſe muſt fink beneath the weight, 

And feel it inexpreſſibly too great; 

With conſcious diffidence and terror own, 

The taſk a labour for thy pen alone; 

But what we can't expreſs, we may conceive, 

Behold thy works and greateſt praiſe believe; 

Thy ſenſe in Garrick, as a mirrour view, 

Each thought exactly ſpoke, as meant by you : 

Where could you, ſuch extenſive notions find, 

How to all men and climates, ſuit your mind? 

Whene'er the ſtage thy Roman chiefs adorn, 

We think the author was a Roman born; 

The manners and the cuſtoms of each age, 

Stronger by far than in hiſtoric page. 

VoLTAIRE, 
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VoLTairs, thy haughty genius muſt ſubmit, 
And own the praiſe of delegated wit; 
SHAKESPEAR's ambaſſador conſign'd to fame, 
To give the world a glimm'ring of his flame ; 
Then let not pride, your reaſon overthrow, 
But to your maſter due ſubmiſſion ſhow; 
In arbitrary France, twas oreat I own, 
To diſregard the hypercritics throne ; 
But ſtill an imitator you muſt ſtand, 
SHAKESPEAR before had done it to your hand : 
All laws but nature's, were by him deſpis'd, 
All needful laws in nature are compriz'd ; 
Then ceaſe to ſtigmatize the firſt of men, 
T will but conciliate ſcandal to your pen : 
| Retract the farcaſm's you've already writ ; 
Mali gnant _ cannot paſs for wit, 


Jou xsox to 3 times his fame may truſt, 
Who is tho' ſeldom ſtriking, always juſt, 
Tho' cool, correct, tho' modeſt, yet ſevere, 


Strong without paſſion, without dulneſs clear; 
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Humorous with clegance, jocoſe with eaſe, 
Sublime to charm, fatirical to pleaſe ; | | 
SHakesPear's ſtrong genius ever unconfin'd, 

Darts on the foul, and captivates the mind ; 

While Jounson, by more regular eflays, 

Attacks the dangerous avenues of praiſe. 


BzaumonTand F LETCHER ſhonewith borrow light, 
But ſtill were eaſy, learned, and polite; 
From SHAKESPEAR S lucid beams a ray they ſtole, 
That gleam'd all glorious, and refin'd the foul ; 
In dialogue, from affectation free, 8 
Strong ſenſe, fine turns, and ſprightly repartee; 
For native humour, genuine courtly wit, 


They ſtill unrivall'd in the drama ſit. 7 | 


Of DxypeN's taſte and talents to opine, 
Wou'd almoſt puzzle the unerring Nine ; +I 
Nature and art ſo well their gifts beſtow d, | | 
They nearly rais'd him, to a demy-god; 
A judgment ſtrong, perceptible, and clear, 
A vein of ſatire ſtriking, and ſevere ; 


Wit, 
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Wit, genius, humour, ſeperately ftrove, 
To gain his heart, and captivate his love ; 
He fip'd the muſes heliconian ſprings, 
And learnt to tune their moſt harmonious ſtrings ; 
Urania fondly led him to explore, 
The dark receſſes of her hidden ſtore ; 
Yet with this learning wit experience bleſs' d, 
By all the Nine, ſo honour'd and careſs'd, 
We ſee him ſinking underneath his weight, 
Weak in his ſtrength, and impotently great; 
Confin'd to rules, a ſlave to barb'rous times, 
He fatiates with the moſt melodious rhymes 
Continual, ſtill returning jingle cloys, 
Deadens the rapture, and the bliſs deſtroys : 
Convinc'd at laſt himſelf theſe truths confeſs d, 
And thus his real ſentiments expreſs'd ; 
e Paſſion's too fierce to be in fetters bound, 
« And nature flies me like enchanted ground.” 


In LR E what ſtrength, what raptures and what flame, 
Mounts him upon the pinnacle of fame; 


He 
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He ſtrains the nerves of language to refine, 
And ſoars to heaven in extaſies divine; 

Vet with ſuch powers, and ſuch energic flow, 
His thoughts, ſometimes, how ſcandalouſly low; 
With what abſurdity he ſpoils the ſcene, 
And ſcarcely gives himſelf the pains to mean; 
In fine, in LEER we plainly fee unite, 

The real literary black and white ; 

Conceits the meaneſt, with ſublimeſt thoughts; 
The greateſt beauties, and the greateſt faults, 


OrTway with tender ſtrains, can charm the ear, 
Swell the ſoft breaſt, and draw the briny tear ; 
His audience {ſympathetically feels, | 
What his own ſenſibility reveals ; 

Yet againſt OTway's plays I muſt object; 
They're often impious, always incorrect; 
It juſtly makes my indignation riſe, 

In Pierre, to ſee a traytor charm my eyes; 
A traytor, ſhould be odious to the fight, 
And kindle up reſentment, not delight. 

NM The 
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The ſoft melodious lines of tuneſul Rows, 
Can never make us burn, but merely olow ; 
The ſtrongeſt extaſies with him are cool, 

And languid raptures, only rage by rule; 

The acting drudge, no real life conveys, 

We plainly ſee, the player merely plays; 

Nor can I with the multitude conſent, 

To praiſe his much admir'd Penitent ; 

Lothario meant a fool, in folly's caule, 
Blunders on ſenſe, and often gets applauſe ; 
Horatio meant a man of ſenſe, muſt paſs 

In reaſon's eye, for a pedantic aſs ; 

More than her crimes, Caliſta mourns her loſs, 
Not that ſhe's — infamous, but fortune — croſs ; 
Her plaints not from religion flow, but ſenſe : 
Is this ye mighty judges penitence ? - 


In learned Appison minutely join'd, 
The greateſt genius, and the pureſt mind; 
; Diſtinguiſh'd plain in each dramatic plan, 
We ſee the courtier—patriot—ſcholar — man; 
D Reaſon 
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Reaſon - perfection in his works may praiſe ; 
Saving, where human imperfection ſtrays. 


Great STEELE, who next to Appison muſt ſtand, 


Deſerves applauſe from approbation's hand, 
His conſcious lovers, rich in native grace, 


In every age, will claim a foremoſt place. 


Slow WycneRLy, is witty without rule, 


In giving wits ſharp weapon to a fool: 
Where wit, without reſtraint, too much abounds, 


Propriety and reaſon it confounds ; 

But while we prune the tree, to aid the fruit, 
Care ſhould be taken not to hurt the root ; 
Depriv'd of all vivacity and life, | 

Behold an ideot in his country wife. 


Hail to that pleaſing bard, who once expreſs'd, 
« Muſic has charms to ſooth a ſavage breaſt; 
His words were muſic, which could grief controul, 
And calm the perturbations of the ſoul ; 
CoN GRE VE, 
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Concxtve, the muſe your elegance admires, 
But muſt condemn, your fond laſcivious fires ; 
To damp our joy you ſentences intrude, 
Indelicately coarſe, and bluntly lewd. 


The flowing wit of Van nu H muſt pleaſe, 
His unaffected dignity, and eale, 
His inexhauſtleſs ſource of humour charm, 
His paſſion melt us, and his rapture warm; 
But when he'd put the ladies to the bluſh, 
Reaſon commands the plauding mule to—huſh. 


Green's ſuperior, none could ever ſhow, 
To draw a fop, or to depict a beau; 
But jumbled characters, and motley aa; 
Muſt ſeem the product, of a monſtrous birth; 
Thoſe who his comedies with judgment ſcan, 
Deem them, as five act farces— without plan; 
But when with tragedy, he'd make me weep, 


I laugh contempt, or calmly go to ſleep. 


II 
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An eaſy elegance in Gay we trace, 
But not one ſentiment replete with grace ; 
His op'ra, certainly is very imart, 
But not one ſentence there can touch the heart ; 
Beſides, to immorality it tends, 
And vice, with colours much too pleaſing blends. 
Perhaps you'll plead the pencil, and the pen, 
Reign unconfin'd, o'er manners, and o'er men 
In poetry, and painting, tis allow'd, _ 
The characters, in nature's garb to ſhrow'd ; 
To teach the tints, with real life to glow, 
And make the ſhadow, like the ſubſtance ſhow ; 
But is there need, for thoſe who paint or write, 
To bring forms hideous, or obſcene, to fight ? 
To ſet forth vice, too pleaſingly expreſt, 
Tempts us to copy, what we ſhould deteſt. 
Many, through ſeeing gay Macheath, have glow'd, 
To riſe the foremoſt champions of the road ; 
Panted for lawrel's of heroic ſhame ; 
Wounded their conſcience, and deftroy'd their fame ; 
And Oh! I wiſh this captivating peſt, 
In prudence, by the managers ſuppreſt. 


Here | | 
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Here truth Oh ! LII Io longs to give the praiſe, 
And honeſty preſents the living bays; _ 
'Tis you, can beſt inſtruct unwary youth, 
And bring them back, to virtue, and to truth; 


Chaſtiſe, the vicious promptitude of blood, 


Reclaim the wicked, and confirm the good: 
Mov'd by poor Barnwell's ſad untimely fate, 


Thouſands repent, before it is too late; 


Thouſands through him, avoid the fatal ſnare, 


And ſhun “ lewd women falſe as they are fair ;” 
And poor Maria's, ſadly pleaſing ſtrain, 
Has melted many, into virtue's train. 


Immortal Younc, permit me to invade, 
The peaceful manſion of thy awful ſhade ; 
Thy flowing ftile, majeſtic, and correct, 
Deſerves our admiration, and reſpect ; 


The moral plan, and moving well wrought tale, 


Still o'er our minds, inſenſibly prevail, 
And while our taſte, is govern'd by good ſenſe, 


Applauſe on thee each audience ſhall diſpenſe. 
E Hoapry 
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Hopi the honeſt champion of the fair, 
Shall have the plaudit of each wedded pair. 


Thoſe by whom FarQuanar's plays are underſtood, 
Declare them neither very bad, nor good; 
Juſt above flatneſs, but cannot excell ; 

A ſo— ſo— author, tolerably well. 


To ſpeak of authors of the preſent days, 
Who write dull things, and boldly term them plays, 
Wou'd tire to death, th' already breathleſs muſe, 
And the kind readers patience quite abuſe ; 
Therefore with apathy I ſhall neglect, 

What neither merit, cenſure nor reſpect. 


Now to the ſtage again we'll change the lay, 
And the whole houſe with brevity ſurvey ; 
The higheſt place ſhall claim our notice firſt, 
Who love horſe laughing, till they almoſt burſt; 
An headleſs taylor, with ambitious wite, 


Can pleaſe the upper gall'ry to the life ; 
5 Dear 
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Dear pantomime can raiſe their ſpirits high, 

And lift their ſouls, on pullies to the ſky ; 

A drunken ſailor, or a ſmutty jeſt, 

Or gay infernal in hell faſhion dreſt, 

Are things, from which they endleſs pleaſure quaff, 
For nothing pleaſes, but what makes them laugh ; 
From ſuch, can actors e'er acquire fame, 

Who like a play, becauſe they've heard it's name. 


In the mid ſtation, ſolidly ſedate, 
The well fed tradeſman fits, in drowſy ſtate ; 
In vain may real wit be ſpoke with grace, 
He till retains his gravity of face; 
But maxims prudent and proverbial phraſe, 
Make him grin horrible, with ha ! ha ! gaze. 
Twelve times twelve's a hundred and forty four, 
Will ſet the middle gall'ry in a roar : 
Method and buſineſs, never fail to charm, 
Commerce gives raptures, and mechanic's warm. 


The educated gentry in the pit, 
Require correctneſs, repartee, and wit, 


The 
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The ladies in the boxes, and the—beaux, 
Something to turn their eyes upon their cloaths. 
Bold bluſt'ring heroes, and declaiming kings, 
Shadow'd with plumage, crowns, ſuch fine things, 
Long trains, and finely decorated ſcenes, 

And dying princeſſes, and whining queens, 

The charms of muſic, and the candles glare, 


May cauſe the ſtupid mobile to ftare ; 


But theſe illuſions, men of ſenſe defy, 

And merely let the action ſtrike the eye. 

Give me to judge, the player plainly dreſt, 
When merit only riſes to the teſt; | 
No outward pageantry, can make me glow, 
Faults I can fee behind external ſhow. 


Come jaded muſe, thy labour ceaſe awhile, 
Then renovated re-commence the toil ; 
Bring each performer to the public eye, 
And give partiality (with truth) the lye ; 
As nature points your ſentiments reveal, 
Speak. not from prejudice, but as you feel. 
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O wake the foul, by tender ſtrokes of art, 
To rouſe the paſſions, and to ſtorm the heart, 


Or more relax'd, with elegance and eaſe, 

To charm with humour, or with nature pleaſe, 
GARRICk, grand ſeigneur o'er theatric bands, 
Alone, in eminence unrival'd ſtands ; 

With ſtrict propriety, he fills each ſcene, 

His action charms us, and his features—mean ; 
Kindly on him indulgent nature, ſhowers 

A clear conception, and the ſtrongeſt powers; 
To fill at once, the parts of youth and age, 

To crawl with languor, or with ſpirit rage, 
To repreſent a fop, a rake, a beau, 

A ſtormy JAFFIER, or ſoft Romeo, 

A ſage declaiming, or an ideot's' jeſt, 

Or in dumb ſhow, look meaning — unexpreſs'd : 
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Yet we in GaRRICE ſome few faults can trace; 
A mean applauſe petitioning grimace, 
F From 
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From a poor pride ridiculouſly. ſteals, - 

And all his excellence at once conceals, 

His over frequent turning round about, 

His handkerchief for ever in and out, 

His hat ſtill moulded to a thouſand forms, 

His pocket clapping when his paſſion ſtorms, 
Which once made Cipzex * big with rival rage, 
His pocket's clap, and ſtrut acroſs the ſtage, 
Then roar with malice, to the purpoſe pat, 
My hat! my hat! my kingdom for a hat ; 

But to diſtipguiſh faults we ſhould reflect, 
Whether they ſpring from frailty or defect; 

For Garrick errs when he from nature ſtarts, 
Olten in Moles, but ſeldom in his parts. 


Now we the great original have view'd, 
His copy on the public we'll obtrude ; 
HoLLanD, ſo great an imitator grown, 

Is ſo much GaRRICE's, that he's ſcarce his own; 
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To Garrick fo infalliably does truſt, 
That to his faults he's moſt minutely juſt ; 
But when he'd bring his beauties to the light, 
We wiſh ſome cloud, wou'd ſhield him from our fight, 
We ſtill allow him maſterly in tones, 
And when he dyes, he eloquently groans: 
In Pierre, his excellence can't be deny'd, 
His ſtiffneſs ſuits that ſtubborn traytor's pride: 
If voice alone, could gain the public praiſe, 
And ſoar to approbation, and the bays, 
To wear the crown, then HolLAxD could not fear, 
Whoſe voice is ſtrong, articulate and clear, 
But voice alone, can never hope to pleaſe, 
We muſt have ſpirit, elegance, and eaſe; 
HoLLanD wou'd ſhine, in ſome declaiming fage, 
Who ſpeaks, all proverb, ſentence, and adage,” 
And if our ſentiments may be expreſt, 
Stern CaTo's character wou'd ſuit him belt. 


From PowELI's ſofter feelings juſtly flow, 
Compos'd diſtreſs, and laſſitude of woe; 
Struck 
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Struck to the ſoul, we ſeek from tears relief, 
Fix'd in a melting lethargy of grief; 
But*when through vain imagination warm, 

He quits his native walk, to rage and ſtorm, 

- Struggling for powers which he never had; 
His acting then 1s execrably bad ; 

His voice, which was all harmony before, 

1s now converted, to a ſcream or roar ; 

His limbs, which late with ſymetry did ſhine, 
Are now diſtorted, to an hideous twine ; 
Again when pride, and reaſon are at ſtrife, 
He fain would tread the higher ſphere of life, 
Juſtly he ſtill accumulates diſgrace, 

We ſee the valet, in his maſter's place. 


YarTes, where high humour graces loweſt parts, 
Attracts the eye, and charms beholders hearts; 
His perſon, manner, features give a zeſt, 

A poignant tartneſs, to the poets jeſt ; 
But when himſelf, he from himſelf would draw, 
And not receive — but give to nature law, 


When 
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When in the higher orb of life he'd ſhine, 

And impotently labours to refine, 

We ſee through gaudy cloaths, and ſparkling ſtar, 
An untaught Phaeton in Apollo's carr. 


The lively KinG, fo ſprightly and alert, 
Seems form'd by nature for the {mart and pert ; 
Nothing his progreſs in this caſt can ſtop, 

A janty clown, a valet, or a fop 

In other walks of humour he can pleaſe, 
And excellently hides his native eaſe, 
And riſes pleating to the candid eye, 
But truth declares not eminently high. 


| All the great requiſites with LEE were born, 

An univerfal actor to adorn; _ 

But much oppreſs'd by managers and fate, 

He now maintains a mere unnotic'd ſtate ; 

But if his hands by favour were unbound, 

ET By Truth he'd be our modern Rosc1us crown'd : 

j Not but in LEE ſome faults like ſpecks are ſeen, 

| And now and then midſt beauties intervene 3 ' 
11 G | His 
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His ſentences, on drawling accents hung, 
For paſſage labour, and o'erload his tongue. 


ParmeR few beauties, and few faults diſplays, 
Therefore we neither diſcommend, nor praiſe. 


Moopy, what Tatse1s lately ſaid of you, 
Upon our word is abſolutely true; 
With roaring ratiocinating rag, 
Each thought you murder, and each ſentence tag, 
The audience out of countenance you ſtare, 
But let them gaze, their looks you'll boldly bear ; 
If for a bluſh you'd give ten thouſand pound, 


In Moopy's face it never can be found. 


Aicxen, endow'd with clumſineſs and frown, 
Can well enact a deſpicable clown; 
But if beyond that humble ſphere he'd riſe, 
The audience, if they hiſs not, will deſpiſe, 


Immodeſt Acxman, in the ſimpleſt parts, 
From nature and his author's ſenſe, departs; 


. His 
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His round of characters indeed are ſmall, 
But then he blunders largely in them all, 
And ſo much merits public diſregard, 

He ſcarcely knows how to preſent a card. 


Love's want of pow'rs prevents his playing well, 
Or his unbounded genius mult excell ; 
But Falſtaff's character he fills with grace, 
And by it claims a ſecond rated place ; 
In other parts his merit is but ſmall, 
For Falſtaff 's an epitome of all. 


Branssy, the great Goliah of the ſtage, 
Beneath a diadem can fiercely rage, 
His majeſterial taſte ſo meanly poor, 
Is an unchang'd monotony of roar, 
And conſtitutionally fond of aoles, | 
All his long periods, are ſo many jokes. 


With a ſtrong voice, and a good perſon grac'd, 
But deſtitute of feeling and of taſte, 
CLARKE, to no greater characters pretends, 


Than truſty valets, or adviſing friends, 
5 | The 


24 The RATIONAL ROSCIAD. 
The height of folly, ſelf conceit, and pride, 

In ſtrutting Dop, are viſibly deſcry'd ; 

As well could Acx MAN touch Othello's woe, 

Or Hamlet's melting grief from Moopy flow; 

As well hoarſe Vincext like ſoft Pinto ling, 

As Dop take off inimitable KING; 

The want of native ſtrength his efforts mocks ; 

A frog can never {well into an ox. 


Judgment and taſte, raiſe Havard to the ſky, 
Mention performance, and applauſe muſt dye. 


Unfeeling Pacxzr candidly to rate, 
He's always very uſeful—never great. 


In low conceptions, eminently ſxill'd, 

The Outre, is by BapDELY well fill'd; 
Where comic clowns, and burleſque footmen ſhine, 
In the caft taw dry tinſel of the Nine. 


 __ WsesrTon, in nature well concealing rule, 
With ſtrict propriety can play — a fool; 
To 
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To catch applauſe he ſeldom trys grimace, 
But keeps a fix'd ſtupidity of face. 


Pagxsons for one part form'd, in one excells, 
And till will ſhine, while on that one he dwells, 
But ſhould he quit his honeft country clown, 
With cauſe ſubſtantial he'll diſpleaſe the town. 


Now muſe, the merits of the fair diſplay, 
And ſtrictly guard againſt a partial lay; 
Againſt the power of charms, your boſom ſteel ; 
Defects and beauties candidly reveal, 


In PrziTcyarD, bending under weight of years, 
The ſad remains of dignity appears; 
Not quite extin& her native fires glow, 
In crown'd diſtreſs, and royalty of woe. 
Oh may ſome phenix from her aſhes riſe, 
To captivate our hearts, and melt our eyes. 


Concur we cannot juſtly with the crowd, 
In VArzs's praiſe to be ſo very loud; 
H Perſon 
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Perſon ſhe has, a voice diſtin& and clear, 
But harſhneſs often grates upon the ear, 
Her hands and arms gymnaſtically thrown, 
A northern accent and a whining tone; 
Rowing and ſtooping, ever in addreſs, 
Muſt make the pleaſure to an audience leſs; 
Softneſs ſhe wants in Belvidera's part, 

To gain the foul and ſteal into the heart ; 
Virago's characters ſhe's form'd to hit, 
But never will the ſympathetic fit. 


In beauteous modeſty tho' fare to. pleaſe, 


ParMEs, ſtill wants expreſſion, life and eaſe. 


To comic talents Cu1vs makes great pretence, 
But all muſt hate her monſtrous impudence, 

Deteſtable to decency appears, 

Immodeſt motions and laſcivious leers. 


Unbleſs'd with native pow'rs or foreign aid, 
Features in natures meaneſt garb array d, 
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A ſad compleQion, and an hideous ſhape, 
Pop forcibly on taſte commits a rape; 
Unable true politeneſs to reveal, 
She {till retreats behind the pert genteel, 
And lets us underſtand, by winks and twines, 
That ſhe tho' virtuous what vice is divines. 


Plac'd on the ftage, without a ſpeaking part, 
The lovely AzixcToN would gain each heart, 
The ſoul diſſolve, unaided by her face, 

With ſweetly thrilling voice and winning grace. 


The pretty, pleaſing, ſprightly, well made PL VM, 
Replete with merit and replete with whim ; 
In all the forward airs of well bred prate, 
A coquet riſes eminently great. 


Now let us bid farewell to Drury Lane; 
To Covent Garden dedicate the ſtrain, 


SMITH, to preheminence in tragic fame, 
In the moſt rigid eye has lawful claim, 
| Yet 
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Yet in the comic caſt, he fails to pleaſe, 

By wanting action, ſprithlineſs and eaſe ; 

Let not his action to the eye appear, 

His elocution captivates the ear: 

Whene'er the poet has with ſpirit writ, 

And laid a train of faſcinating wit, 

By attitude he never gives it fire, 

In lifeleſs eloquence his words expire : 

Frantic and mad with jealouſy and rage, 


In deſp'rate mood when Kitely quits the ſtage, 


Why can with SurTH's good ſenſe that poke prevail, 


His arm tenvelope in his garments tail, 


Say candid critic who in Ross can bear, 
That hideous ſtalk and unforbidding ſtare, 
That ſenſeleſs look in animated parts, 
Thoſe aukward motions, and thoſe lifeleſs ſtarts, 
That low unmeaning unaccented draw], 
Or not be ſhock'd at his inflated bawl ; 
Inſtead of humour, ſpirit, paſſion, rage, 
He dreams his parts, and ſleeps along the ſtage : 
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A copy of an image when he walks, 

Or in long ſtrides mechanically ſtalks : 

Yet the wiſe managers to gain our praiſe, 

And beſt ſecure the honour of the bays, 

With firſt rate characters this Dzapman grace, 
And plague us with his unexpreſſive face, 

Yet in two things t'excell this Ross may boaſt, 
A walking ftatue or a ſpeaking ghoſt. 


WoopwaRD in comedy his courſe does run, 
And among ſtars appears a golden fun ; 
In fops, beaux, libertines, and boaſting braves, 
Bucks, real gentlemen, and whining ſlaves, 
With vary'd charms he fills the motley ſcene, 
And is the beſt phyſician for the ſpleen : 
But to be juſt, his faults tho few and rare, 
Chiefly conſiſt in laſſitude of care. 


Humour once ſitting, penſive, ſad and mute, 
Of friends and habitation deſtitute, 
Safely by SHUTERz was conducted home, 


With whom ſhe fix'd without defire to roam, 
I OHUTER 
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SHUTER, the muſe a perfect maſter deems, 

Who is in every part the thing he ſeems ; 

His tones fo various and ſo juſt, furprize, 

His vaft command of features charms our eyes; 
His ſtrict propriety in all he plays, 

Critics themſelves, into applauſe, betrays ; 
What beauties he exhibits to the fight, 

When maſter STEHEN is in fearful plight ; 
When aged PhILror, impotently lewd, 

With poſture quaint and features ſtrangely ſcrew” d, 
In full detection firikes the raviſh'd eye, 

And lifts our ſouls in raptures to the ſky ; 

His flexibility of face we rate, 

Aſtoniſhing and wonderfully great; 

Yet ſometimes SHUTER gives the houſe offence, 
By running ſtrangely from his author's ſenſe, 


DunsTaLL, deſign'd by nature for a clown, 
Pleaſes (in country characters) the town; 
Should he attempt in elegance to riſe, 
Smiles of contempt would be his only prize. 
HoLT AM, 
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HoLTam, in nothing able to excell, 
Plays filch or Frenchman tolerably well. 


With a mean perſon and a feeble voice, 
Miſtaken WELLER made the ſtage his choice ; 
In him ſometimes the managers ſhow wit, 

And make him juſt the thing for which he's fit ; 
A drowſy watchman, to excite a laugh, 

Sinking beneath his lanthorn and his ſtaff, 

But ſtill another watchman they muſt keep, 

Leſt on the ſtage this watchman fall a ſleep, 


WIONELL, tho' bleſs'd with genius and with ſenſe, 
To playing has no manner of pretence, 
For in the ſhorteſt and moſt trivial ſcene, 
His playing is Quite deſpicably mean. 


True to the poets meaning, dapper DyxR, 
Neither replete nor deſtitute of fire, 
Plays all his various characters with ſkill, 
Not abſolutely oreat, but far from ill. 
In 
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In all his ſongs the admirable Bz arp, 

Js fully underſtood as well as heard, 

To vitiated taſte he gives offence, 

By making ſound an echo to the ſenſe; 
Continue BxaRD the knowing few to pleaſe, 
Who all applaud your elegance and eaſe. 


Contemptible in voice, in action mean, 
How often PERRY ſpoils a well wrote ſcene, 
For while his tongue elaborates in tropes, 
His hands appear to us as pulling ropes, 


In thoſe calm parts of ſpirit void and ſtrife, 
So eaſy on the ſtage, ſo hard in life, | 
A gentleman, a confidant or friend, 

Scarce by the bard for any purpoſe pen'd, 
But merely to the ſtagyrite a {lave, 
Deſign'd uncouth ſoliloquies to ſave, 


HuLL ſhines—thro' want of ſtronger powers ſecur'd 


And by the nature of his parts endur d. 
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Mar rocks, for gentle trip and ſhuffle fam'd, 
Ought as an actor ſcarcely to be nam'd, 

But as a finger merits much applauſe, 

There truth with candour juſtify's his cauſe, 


Finiſh'd the canvaſs of the men, the fair, 
Become the lovely objects of our care, 
Firſt then with charming PixnTo we'll begin, 
Whom not to praiſe would almoſt be a fin, 
In airs melodious when her accents float, 
Our ſouls in raptures dwell upon each note, 
Fann'd by harmonious zephyrs from her tongue, 
Cool'd are our paſſions, and our nerves unſtrung, 
Orpheus of old could make the trees retreat, 
She can at pleaſure fix us to our ſeat, 
Brutes he could poliſh to humanity, 
But ſhe can humanize worſe brutes than he. 


Vincent, ſtill diſagreeably the ſame, 
Without a ſpark of vivifying flame, 
Blunders continually in all ſhe plays, 
Merits much cenſure, and deſerves no praiſe. 
K _ - WILFORD, 
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WitrokD, all flame, vivacity and life, 
Shines in a young coquet, or modiſh wife, 
But often overdoes her part too much, 

And cauſes ſtrict propriety to bluſh. 


With beauty, ſoftneſs, elegance and grace, 
The lovely MiIIER charms us with her face, 
Oh would Prometheus once more rob the {ky, 
To change this angel to a deity, 

And animate her with his ſtolen fire, 
Then we'd adore, what now we but admire, 


Prrr, with a low vulgarity of leer, 
Can never but in vulgar parts appear, 
In parts replete with ſpirit and with fire, 
She's void of what the delicate admire; 


ELLIor, no foreign ſubterfuge will need, 
Merit like her's is certain to fucceed, 


Gayly polite the ſprightly, blooming Gzzzx, 


Can fill with grace a mediocre ſcene, 


Attention, 
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Attention, junior Vincene muſt attract, 
Who on our hearts ſo ſenſibly does act; 
A bud, in execution now ſhe glows, 
For favour to expand her to a roſe. 


Nothing to ſpend a line the muſe can bribe,, 
Upon the pantomime or dancing tribe, 
Fheir introduction firſt profan'd the ſtage, 
And caſt a ſtigma on that trifling age. 


Thus without prejudice or venal thought, 
I've pen'd my ſentiments as candour taught, 
And to unbiaſſed reaſon make appeal, 

If falſehood or injuſtice they reveal 
My cauſe to her deciſion freely truſt, 
Ill count them glorious if ſhe count them juſt, 
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